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to angels. The men from the village, dark and lithe, came to
visit us in dug-out canoes, hollowed in true Robinson Crusoe
fashion from the trunks of trees, and lent us a hand in our work,
after which we had out the launch and gave them a tow back
to the village. There we found the kindest welcome and walked
up the little white path to the church. It was tattered and
dirty; but old women with interesting faces, who came in to see
the strangers, knelt devoutly at the altar-rails before putting
out a hand to greet us. When we departed the inhabitants came
to the river-side, where also stands a cross, though whether it is
that erected by Cabral or not this history cannot say ; they gave
us presents, fired rockets, and waved us adieu to the last. Life
might be hard at Santa Cruz, but at least it seemed quiet and
peaceful. As Mana went out of the bay there was a stormy
sunset over the church and a wonderful rainbow in the east ;
gradually the cross on the promontory faded away, the breaking
waves on the coral reef could no longer be heard, and so, as John
Bunyan would say, " we went on our way."

On leaving Cabral Bay we stood out to sea as the best chance
of obtaining a fair wind, and the weather gradually became
more favourable. One particularly clear evening, July 8tht
at sunset, we were able to see a peak on the mainland which is
just under 7,000 feet in height at a distance of ninety-six miles*
Altogether it was a pleasant run, occupied by the Stewardess in
reading geology and darning stockings. We had not been able
completely to fill our water-tanks at Santa Cruz, and it was now
decided to procure the remainder at Cape Frio, which was seventy
miles this side of Rio de Janeiro, rather than risk the quality
which might be obtainable in the city. As we returned to the
coast we found that its low character had given way to a region
of hills, cliffs, and islands. Cape Frio itself is a bold rocky pro-
montory, or rather island, for it is separated from the mainland
by a narrow passage, and shelters behind it a romantic basin
consisting of a series of small coves. In places the surrounding
mountains recede sufficiently to allow of little sandy beaches,
elsewhere sheer cliffs covered with verdure come down to the
margin, and trees and ferns overhang the water. We entered
by moonlight, and the dark shadows and sparkling sand made a
striking and effective contrast.

In one cove is a fishing village, with a church and small store*